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A monstrous trumpet, whence her troubled sighs Issued in hoarse, unmeaning, gibberish cries, That seemed to prate of mountain, river, plain, Of froth and foam, of flower and fire and rain, And cheap philosophy in weary strain, And ever through the babel, in and out, The myths of Greece and Rome went by in dismal rout.
I stood in blank amaze.    As errant knight, I'd found the deed should test my youthful might. I leapt to earth, raised high my gleaming blade, And ran to succour the forlorn young maid. Her bonds I severed, cut the leathern lace Which bound the trumpet to her lovely face j When swift uprose a miracle of grace, A damsel, beautiful beyond the reach Of mortal to describe in mortal speech.
I gazed in rapture, every moment growing. While o'er my cheek the crimson blush was flowing, Though chill the air, all lightly was she clad. To be precise, one garb alone she had, Apparently a sheet, which loosely flung, From one entrancing shoulder careless hung, Displaying more of beauty than it hid, Which caused me drop in shame each modest lid, That in this twentieth century of time, Almost within the sound of Bow Bells' chime, A damsel, corsetless, should skirtless stand In broadest day upon our English land.